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divers parts of the world, should now at the last be sacrificed and
disposed of at her Majesty's pleasure/ e A man might easily per-
ceive/ wtote one who was present, 'that, as he had lived popu-
larly, so his chief care was to leave a good opinion in the people's
minds now at parting/

The common man, in his perversity3 might be pleased with
such bravery, but respectable folk thought it arrogant, impu-
dent behaviour - behaviour that few save the kindred spirits of
Thomas Seymour and Mary Queen of Scots had displayed. The
conventions of the age demanded a submissive and godly last
chapter to the traitor's life; for how else should the soul escape
damnation? Black was the sin of lifting one's hand against the
Lord's anointed, and a defiant end, where guilt was so manifest,k
seemed little short of blasphemy. But Essex's view of the Lord's
anointed was like Seymour's: a child-King was paralleled by a
woman - a contemptible old woman as sovereign. Both men in
their passion were blind to the throne, and saw only their rivals
- their equals or inferiors. It was a grave mistake In the case of
Essex. He was wrong to imagine that his battle was with the
hunchback Cecil, the fox Raleigh, and their crew; but imagining
it, his proud nature refused to cringe in its last agony.

Essex returned to the Tower, prepared to count death a feast.
He had asked for the ministrations of one of his chaplains, and
Mr Ashton was sent, a man whom the Earl's disappointed
friends described asc base, fearful, and mercenary', but who per- *
haps was merely excessively religious and conventional. He set
himself to humble the proud soul, and before the terrible shafts
of his piety self-assurance fled, the spirit broke. Essex sent for
Cecil and three other councillors: *I am most bound unto her
Majesty', he told them, 'that it hath pleased her to let me have
this little man, Mr Ashton, my minister, with me for my soul;
for this man in a few hours hath made me know my sins unto
ter Majesty and to my God; and I must confess to you that I am
the greatest, the most vilest, and most unthankful traitor that
ever has been in the land,.. Yesterday at the bar, like a most sin-
ful wretch, with countenance and words I imagined all false-
hood/ He asked to confront his secretary: "Henry CufFe/ he,